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becomes more terrible, and the period of absence
more Insupportable: while the virtue of the portrait
wanes, like the moon, threatening to leave my soul
in total darkness. And yet what Is a single night
of separation to the whole of my life, if I lose her!
So the King passed the night in a state of anxiety,,
gazing at the portrait. Then when the sun rose,
he rose also, and managed to get through the day
with the help of Rasakdsha and the garden. And
when the sun set, they went again to the hall of
audience. And there they saw the Princess, clad
in a robe of cloth of silver, and a bodice studded
with beryls, and her crown and other ornaments,
sitting on her throne. And her b<fsom heaved
when she saw the King, who sank^uton a couch,
speechless and fascinated, under thel^spell of her
beauty. Then Rasakosha came forward and'-stood
before her, and began again:

Lady, there was in former times a king, who col-
lected rarities from all quarters, purchasing them
at no matter what price: and his palace was the
resort of merchants of every land, who flowed Into
it like the rivers into the sea. And one day there
came a merchant, who said to him : O king, I
bring you a thing which has not its peer for rarity
or beauty in the three worlds. And I procured it